88 The Two Noble Kinfmen* 

The bliffefull dew of heaven do’s atowze you. 

The powerful! ^MtoJjWell hath grac’d her Altar, 
And given you your love : Our Mafter BTars 
Haft vouch’d his OracIe,and to %Ankt gave 
The grace of the Contention - So the Deities 
Have {hewd due juftice : Bcarc this hence. 

T>al. O Cofen, „ 

That wc ftiould things defire,which doe colt us 
The lolle of our defire ; That nought could buy 
Deare love, but lofle of dearelove. 

The f. Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtler Gamc:The conquerd triumphes. 
The viflor has the Lofle :yet in the paflage. 

The oods have bcene moft equall j V alamort ^ 

You? kinfeman hath confeft the right o’th Lady 
Did lye in you, for you firft law her, and 
Even then proelaimdyour tancie : He reftord her 
As your ftolne Icweil,and defir’d your fpirit 
To fend him hence forgiven; The godsmy juftice 
Take from my hand, and they themfelves become 
The Executioners : Leade your Lady off; 

And call your Lovers from the ftage of death. 
Whom I adopt my Frinds. A day or two 
Let us looke fadly.and give grace unto 
The Funetall of Arctte , in whofc end 
The vilages of Bridegroomcs weeleput on 
And fmile with c PaUmon$Qi whom an houre. 

But one houre fince ,1 was as.dearcly ferry, 

As glad of ts4rcite\vcA am now as glad. 

As for him forry. O you heavenlyCharmers, 
What things you make of us ? For what we lack® 
Wc laugh, for what we have, are forry ftill, 

Are children in fome kind. Let us be thankefull 
For that which js,and with you leave dilputc 
That are above our queftion ; Let’s goc off. 

And beare us like the cicnei Florifo. 


epilogve: 

-Would novt askeye how ye like the Play, 
hutas it is with Schoole B oyes, cannot fay, , 

im cruellfearefull : pray yet flay a while 
^ fid let me looke upon ye : No man f mile e 
then it goes hard I fee j He that has 
lov’d a yonghanfome wench then flow his face: 
tis flrangc if none he heere , and if he will 
Azrinft his Confcience let him hiffe, and kill 
Our Market: Tis in vaine, I fee to ft ay yee. 

Hove at the worft can comejthe»\Now what fay ye ? 
And yet mi flake me not: 1 am not hold 
We have no fuch caufe. Jft he tale we have told 
(For tis no other ) an j way content ye) 

(For to that honeft purpofe it was ment ye) 

Wehave our end j and ye Jhall have ere long 
Idare fay many a better , to prolong 
Four old loves to us : we, and all our mighty 
ift at your fervice , Gentlemen, good night . 

Florifli. 


FINIS. 

j 




